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Mountains; goes out scouting, reconnoitring ; but is 'fired at from the growing corn,1 and otherwise hoodwinked by false symptoms, and makes little of that business. Friedrich's Army we will compute at TOjOOO.1 Not quite equal in number to Prince Karl's; and, in other particulars, willing and longing that Prince Karl would arrive, and try its quality.
Friedrich's headquarter is at Jauernik : he goes daily riding-hither, thither; to the top of the Fuchsberg (Foxhill at Stanowitz) with eager spyglass; daily many times looks with his spyglass to the ragged peaks about Bolkenhayn, Kauder, Rohnstock; expecting the throw of the dice from that part. On Thursday 3d June : Do you notice that cloud of dust rising among the peaks over yonder ? Dust-cloud mounting higher and higher. There comes the big crisis, then ! There are the combined Weissenfels and Karl with their Austrian Saxons, issuing proudly from their stone labyrinth; guns, equipments, baggages, all perfectly brought through ; rich Silesian plain country now fairly at their feet, Breslau itself but a few marches off:—at sight of all which, the Austrian big host bursts-forth into universal field-music, and shakes-out its banners to the wind. Thursday 3d June 1745; a dramatic Entry of something quite considerable on the Stage of History.
Friedrich, with Nassau and generals round, stands upon the Fuchsberg,—his remarks not given, his looks or emotions not described to us, his thought well known,—and looks at it through his tubus (or spyglass): There they are, then, and the big moment is come! Friedrich had seen the dust and the manoeuvring of them, deeper in the Hills, from this same Fuchsberg yesterday, and inferred what was coming; calculated by what roads or hill-tracks they could issue : and how-he, in each case, was to deal with them; his march-routes
1 General-Lieutenant Freiherr Leo von LUtzow, Die Schlaclit von Hohenfried-toy (Potsdam, 1845), pp. 18, 21.